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“Here

Comes the Bride”, “Let Me Entertain You”, and “I am Eve” are pieces

by Chris Wind (see chriswind.com, The Art of Juxtaposition), which is one of my pseudonyms.


A more

complete analysis of 13 Reasons Why (titled “13 Reasons Why: The Elephant in the Room”) appears

on my blog (pegtittle.com) and in Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off (2e).




There’s

a scene in Tootsie (1982)

 that is surely one of the most unacclaimed scenes of all time: Dustin Hoffman’s character, Michael, as ‘Dorothy’, makes a suggestion on the set, and the director dismisses it out of hand. As I remember it, Hoffman’s face—conveying surprise, confusion, indignation—shows perfectly Michael’s reaction to the absence of (and, just maybe, awareness of) male privilege. The entire movie should’ve been about that. Just that.


It wasn’t.


And so I

wrote Jess.
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He cried. He

screamed. No one came running to attend to his needs, let alone his

wants.


This isn’t

right, he thought. Improbable as that was for a newborn.


They

just smiled at him and told him to Shhh.


They smiled at

him a lot. More often. In fact, the mobile above his crib had happy

faces. It used to have Lego bricks.


They also made

eye contact more often. Spoke to him more often. Sang to him more

often. In softer voices. It was nice.


Eventually, he

smiled back.


But oh, was he

handled! Being held, and cuddled, it made him feel … secure, it

enabled him to relax in the world. But the gratuitous touching—

Sometimes he just wanted to be left alone. Didn’t matter. It was as

if his body was considered communal property. Common property.


And he was

fussed over to no end.


“Such soft

skin!”


“What lovely

hair!”


No one told

him how big he was.


No one told

him how strong he was.


His mother put

ribbons in his near-non-existent hair, which he pulled out angrily.

She put him in frilly dresses, with too much … everything. She got

so upset when he spilled something on them. But what did she

expect? And at the beach, he had to wear a top that kept riding up

his chest or slipping down over his shoulders, pinning his arms to

his side—what was that all about?


They all

praised his first steps, but then wouldn’t let him go very far.

“Honeybun, no, you’ll hurt yourself!” It was infuriating. Why did

they call him a toddler if they didn’t let him toddle about?


Suffice

to say, it wasn’t like before.


• • •


When he was

two, his baby brother was born. He’d watched his father, and then

his mother, turn the spare room into the baby’s room, but he didn’t

understand why they’d done that.


“Baby here!”

The crib would fit in the room he and Sarah shared.


“Oh,

honeybun, Kyle’s a boy! He needs to have his own room!”


At two,

he could tell boys from girls. He just didn’t assign any importance

to the distinction. Though certainly, on some level, he understood

there was something

important about that distinction. After all, Kyle’s room was blue

and green; the room he shared with Sarah was pink and yellow.

Kyle’s room had spaceships on the wall; their room had

princesses.


One evening

when Jess said goodnight to his new baby brother, he tucked one of

his dolls into the crib beside him, taking out the stuffed

alligator to make room.


His mom

objected, reaching into the crib. “Jessica, honeybun, Kyle doesn’t

like dolls!”


How did she

know?


Then his mom

took the stuffed alligator out of his dangling hand. Until then,

he’d never had any toys taken away from him. Until then, the only

toys in the house were girl toys.


His face

scrunched up. He was going to cry. No, he wasn’t. He wasn’t! He

did. It was okay to cry now. It felt good.


Every night,

his mom read a story to him and Sarah. Now they had to wait until

she’d read a story to Kyle first.


He didn’t know

the stories were different.


As Kyle grew

older, there were other differences. Other changes.


Whenever Jess

had trouble with something, his mom was quick to help him. Kyle was

left, was allowed, to struggle.


At snack time,

Kyle was often given a second cookie. “Me too,” Jess said, reaching

out for the cookie jar. “Oh honeybun, no, you have to watch your

weight!”


On

Saturdays, his mom took them to the park to play. Kyle wasn’t

reprimanded when he got dirty, but Jess was. But how could you play

outside and not get dirty?

Maybe that’s why Sarah just stood there. Is that what girls

did?


One day, Kyle

grabbed the dump truck Jess was playing with. To his horror, he let

go. Before, he’d hang onto it. Or grab it back. Maybe even hit Kyle

over the head with it. What was wrong with him?


Despite Kyle’s

aggressive behaviour, Jess wanted to play with him. At least, he

wanted to play with Kyle as often as he wanted to play with Sarah.

Kyle liked to play monster. Sarah liked to play dress-up.


He and Sarah

got to do more stuff with his mom. He especially liked when they

made brownies. The two of them took turns licking the big spoon

after the batter was mixed.


Kyle, on

the other hand, got to do more stuff with his dad. His father

hadn’t paid much attention to Jess even before Kyle was born. Now, it was like he was

invisible.


And whatever

they did, wherever they went, he kept being lumped together with

Sarah—they were ‘the girls’—even though he had more in common with

Kyle. Actually, no, he didn’t have more in common with Kyle. At

least, not now. A lifetime ago, maybe.





 2



Things got worse

once he started school. He kept remembering stuff that seemed a bit

… off. Not that he could put it in those words. Or in any words,

actually. He just knew he was doing it all wrong.


He chose the

wrong toys at play time. When they went to the library, he signed

out the wrong books. He joined the wrong games at recess. When they

lined up to go back into the school, he kept standing in the wrong

line.


He didn’t

understand why it all mattered so much.


And he didn’t

understand Mikey. Mikey was a big boy with a crewcut. He was loud.

And pushy. And he kept poking him. He poked him when they happened

to be in the same play group or the same quiet time group. He poked

him on his way to the blackboard. And again on his way back. He

poked him when they were standing in line to get their jackets for

recess.


“Stop it!”

Jess would say. Again and again.


Mikey just

laughed.


“I mean it!

Stop

it!”


Sometimes it

was a really hard poke, almost a punch, but sometimes he simply

touched him. Not a poke, just a touch. Here and there—


One day, Jess

hit him. To make him stop.


“Young lady,

you’re coming with me right now!” The teacher’s aide grabbed Jess

and hauled him out of the class. Straight to the Principal’s

office. He’d never been to the Principal’s office before. He was a

good girl.


Mr. Woodrow

listened to Ms. Ellison’s account, nodding. Then he sent her back

to the classroom, but told Jess to sit in one of the chairs outside

his office. “You wait right there, Jessica,” he said sternly. “I’m

going to have to call your parents.”


His mother

would be busy. She was always busy. She had to work during the day,

and then at night she always had stuff to do. And his father, he

wouldn’t come. To school?


But, much to

his surprise, both of his parents showed up. Within the hour.


“I’m sorry,

Mr. and Mrs. Everett, but we have a zero tolerance rule about

hitting.”


“But

Jessica doesn’t— Jessie, honeybun, did you hit Michael?”


He nodded.


“Why?”


“He kept

poking me. I told him to stop. But he wouldn’t.”


“Oh

sweetheart, just ignore him. He’ll eventually stop.”


No, he

wouldn’t. He knew he

wouldn’t. Boys don’t stop. They don’t have to.


“Did

he hurt you?”


“No, but he

kept touching me. I don’t want him to do that.” Isn’t that enough?

Why isn’t that enough?


He was

punished. Told he couldn’t come to school for two whole days. And

his mother was very angry about that, because she had to give her

shifts to someone else. She grabbed his hand roughly as they walked

out to the car.


“You know,

honey,” his father glanced in the rear view mirror and grinned,

“he’s just doing that because he likes you.”


Boys hit you when

they like you?


Things were a

little better in grade two.


Sometimes he

played with the boys. He liked running around, exploring, doing

stuff. But they were always shouting. And pushing and shoving. So

sometimes he played with the girls. Except when they wanted to play

princess.


But still

…


When they

lined up to get something, he saw the boys butt in ahead of him. So

he did the same.


“No, Jessica,

you have to wait your turn,” the teacher said. Again and again. But

he was tired of waiting for his turn. It never seemed to come.

Now.


And whenever

he drifted off on his own, the teacher called out to come back to

the group.


At home,

he got to read more; he wasn’t always told to go out and play,

to do

something. So every week, he

went to the school library to choose a few books to take

home.


One day, Petey

stomped over and grabbed at the book he’d just taken off the shelf.

He held on.


“Now, Jessica,

don’t be selfish,” the librarian chided as she walked over to them.

“You have to learn how to share.”


And cooperate.

Girls were expected to cooperate. Always.


“That wasn’t

very nice,” his teachers would sometimes disapprove.


He didn’t

recall it being so important before. To be nice. To be good.


One day, Jess

had trouble putting the cover on a scrapbook. It had clips he

hadn’t seen before.


“Like

this!” A boy took the book from him and put the cover on. “The

teacher showed us!”


But the

teacher hadn’t. She hadn’t shown the girls. She’d just told them to

put the covers on and left it at that.


Another day

when the class was on a field trip that involved walking to the

local museum, they all had to wait and wait while a bunch of cars

left a parking lot before they could cross and continue.

Eventually, Jess screamed. Yelled.


“Inside

voices,” the teacher reprimanded. Even though they were

outside.


“And it’s

okay,” she soothed. “You’re safe here on the sidewalk.”


“I’m not

afraid!” Jess retorted. “I’m angry! Why don’t any of the cars just

stop to let us cross?”


Another time,

“Calm down,” the teacher said, smiling.


She said that

a lot to the girls. When they got angry.


And “If you

can’t say anything nice, you shouldn’t say anything at all.” Jess

had said that the play the other students wanted to present that

year was stupid. But it was! Even Andrew thought so!


On yet another

day, “Jessica, would you please help Tony with this

arithmetic?”


“No.”


“Excuse me?”

The teacher was horrified.


“I don’t want

to.”


“But— Well—”

She was so disconcerted, she almost stuttered. “That doesn’t

matter,” she finally said.


When he was

invited to Brittany’s birthday party, his mom took him to a huge

toy store to buy a birthday gift. As soon as they entered, she

steered him to the girls’ side. Jess wandered up and down the

aisles, inundated with pretty and pink. He wouldn’t want to play

with any of what he saw. Would Brittany? Probably. She participated

in all the Little Miss Beauty Pageants. During show-and-tell, she’d

brought lots of pictures and two of her costumes: the

evening-gown-and-heels and the bathing-suit-and-heels. She wore her

tiara at recess.


His mother

picked out something. Something pretty and pink and princessey.

“Jessica, honey, how about this?”


“Okay.”


Jess wanted to

explore the other side of the store. Not for the guns or the

monster ninjas. He actually didn’t like playing with guns. Or

monster ninjas. But he thought there might be something there that

was more … interesting. More … challenging. He couldn’t quite put

his finger on it because he couldn’t quite remember the chemistry

set he’d loved when—


His mother

reached out and steered him toward the check-out.


Then one

day in grade three, the teacher read a new book out loud during

quiet time. It was about a girl who liked to play with firetrucks,

not dolls, a girl who would rather climb trees than play dress-up …

Jess loved the book.

It was titled But I’m NOT a Girl!


The following

week, the class had a guest speaker, a pretty young woman in a nice

outfit. She looked like she came out of one of the magazines Sarah

was always looking at. Ms. Gerson introduced her, then seated her

in the special Speaking Chair in front of her desk. The pretty

woman smiled at all the children.

OEBPS/Images/tmp_0018707-1f76b149-62ff-4a3b-8e31-6c032e52e554_rSUU5w_html_6eef93ee.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/511956-jess-lores.jpg





